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IN THE PARK. 

There is a charm about the old cities of Europe 
which nothing in the New World equals ; and he 
must be, indeed, the most bigoted of Americans, 
who, having visited them, does not at once perceive 
and acknowledge the fact. Every city in America is 
new, comparatively speaking, but every European 
city of any account is old. There is the look of an- 
tiquity everywhere. It smiles upon us in the quaint 
and picturesque old houses ; it frowns upon us in the 
walls of dark and gloomy fortresses ; it looks down 
upon us from the towers and spires of massive cathe- 
drals; and it haunts us in the broad avenues of the 
royal old parks. 

We have reason to be proud of some of our parks, 
both for what they are, and what they will be. Our 
Central Park, for example, is a noble inclosure, and 
the Boston Common so belies its name that its name 
ought to be changed. There is a flavor of antiquity 
about the latter which adds largely to its natural 
beauty, and makes Boston — if not exactly the Hub 
of the Universe, as all good Bostonians believe, cer- 



tainly the most agreeable of American cities. The 
average American is gradually becoming educated 
with regard to his parks. He can doubtless remember 
the time when he thought they cost more than they 
came to, and were, consequently, not necessary ; he 
can certainly remember the time when it was neces- 
sary to watch them during the day, and to lock them 
up, if they could be locked up, at night. What with 
boys cutting their names on the benches, and girls 
helping themselves to flowers, it was scarcely safe to 
leave them out of doors. Wc have changed all that. 
What we have not changed, and cannot change, 
however, is their age. They are young, the oldest 
of them are young, and we shall not live to see them 
old. Generations, centuries must pass before the3 r 
will be old, and their antiquity will be in a certain 
sense modern. It will not suggest the antiquity of 
the parks of Europe, which is derived from a different 
civilization than ours, and which cannot and ought 
not to be transplanted here. It is noble, it is royal, 
it is imperial, and — it is in the right place. 

If we have any imagination, we are haunted in these 
old parks by memories of what they were in the olden 



time. We are transported back to the days when 
lords and ladies sauntered along their walks, and the 
shadows were brightened by the flash of jewels and 
the gleam of waving plumes. We hear the rustle of . 
brocade, possibly the murmur of whispering voices. 
It is a fete day, and the Duke, or the King, has 
dropped his State-craft and become an idler. " We 
must show ourselves occasionally to our loving sub- 
jects." His Serene Highness is feeding the carp in his 
pond, and the carp appear to enjoy the sport, for they 
eat voraciously. If he resemble his graceless Ma- 
jesty Charles II., he will play with his spaniels, and 
bandy words with the wittiest of his courtiers. If he 
ape the style of Louis XIV., he will dance a minuet 
with his favorite shepherdess, and disappear with her 
in a little chateau. These are rather picturesque than 
pleasant memories, and we prefer the last. We shall 
find them in some of the old parks of Germany, of 
which we have a sunny glimpse above. It is just 
the place for lovers to walk, for if they see the boy- 
god on one side of them, they see the lions on the 
other, and can draw the moral — Love is beautiful, but 
Honor alone is strong. 



